THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER
She has become intelligent. Bitter experience has
taught her that it takes two to make a party. Granted
that the first passages of love are played on a mascu-
line note - a note that by its vibrant virility almost
drowns the accompaniment of feminine surrender *-
granted all that - she yet realizes that life, if its
energies are distributed in such proportions, is apt to
be a little exhausting, for both man and woman. In a
word, she has learned her part of the immortal
dialogue, she knows her entrances, and (vital point)
her exits, she is a fitting partner for a duet.
When I dine with such a woman, I experience a
pleasure more subtle than I experience in London, or
raris, or any of the rest of them, I don't have to do
all the choosing. I don't have to tire my voice by
reading the entire menu, because she knows, quite
firmly, that she wants caviare, and a sole Colbert, and
some salad, A debutante knows about as much about
food as Mayor Thompson knows about King George.
Have I made myself quite clear? It is merely the
difference between the raw product and the finished
article. Tay yer money and take yer choice V Why
any man hesitates in his choice, it is beyond my
ability to comprehend.
/I/, A Tragedy*
Five hundred faces, grimly watching me. Five
hundred faces, tired-oh, so tired! Five hundred
faces, that nobody wants to see, that nobody wants to
love. Five hundred faces of women who are dead,
I beg your pardon, I am writing on a February
and the fading light has apparently cast
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